2oo as if the inhabitants had just discovered the marvels of
electricity. Athens sparkles like a chandelier; it sparkles
like a chandelier in a bare room lined with tiles. But
what gives it its unique quality, despite the excessive
illumination, is the softness which it retains in the midst
of the glare. It is as if the sky, becoming more liquescent,
more tangible, had lowered itself to fill every crevice with
a magnetic fluid Athens swims in ah electric effluvia
which comes directly from the heavens. It affects notonly
the nerves and sensory organs of the body but the inner
being. On any slight eminence one can stand in the very
heart of Athens and feel the very real connection which
. man has with the other worlds of light At the end of
- Anagnastopolou Street, where Durrell lived, there is a
bluff which enables one to overlook a great part of the
dtyj night after right, upon leaving him, I I^ve stood
there and fallen into a deep trance, intoxicated by the
lights of Athens and the lights above. At Sacre-Coeur, in
Paris, it is another feeling that one gets; from the tower-
ing height of the Empire State Building, in New York,,
still another. I have looked over Prague, Budapest,
Vienna, over the harbor at Monaco, all beautiful and im-
pressive at night, but I know no city t6 compare with
Athens when the lights go on. It seems ridiculous to say
so, yet I have the feeling that in Athens the miraculous
light of day never entirely vanishes j in some mysterious
way this soft, peaceful city never wholly lets the sun out
of its grasp, never quite believes that the day is done.
Often, when I had said good-night to Seferiades in front
of his home in Kydathenaion Street, I would wander over
to the Zapion and stroll about in tie dazzling starlight,
repeating to myself as if it were an incantation: "you are
in another part of the world, in another latitude, you are
in Greece, in-Greece, do you understand?n It was neces- i
sary to repeat the Greece because I had the strange feefc